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Presently she came. A buffet of
wind struck lior ns rIio closed (In; door
behind hor, nnd whipped her unbut-
toned ulster nbout; hut who did not
cower under It, nor turn nwtiy .stood
(hero, finely erect, confronting It.
There was something, nlert nhont her
pose ho couldn't see her fnco distinct-
ly Unit suggested sho wns expecting
somebody. And Ihca. not uloud, but
very distinctly:

"Roddy." she snld.
He tried (o speak her nnme, but Ms

dry throat denied It utternnco. lit!
begun suddenly to (renihlc. Hi; cumo
forwnrd out of tin; shadow nnil sho
nnw him and cnnie (o meet hltn, and
poke lila natno ngnln.
"I r when you wetit out," she

nnld. "I was afraid you mightn't
wait. I hurried as fast an I could.
I've; bo long. Longer thnn
you."

He mnnngod nt last to speak, and,
ns he did ho, reached out and took her
by Uic shoulders. "Come home," ho
ald. "You must come home."
At thnt she stepped hack and shook

Tier head. Hut hi; had discovered,
whllo his hands held her, that sho
wns trembling too.

The stngo door opened ngnln to emit
group of three of the "ponies."
They stnred curiously at llano nnd

the big man who stood there with her,
Uien scurried nwny down the nlley.

"We can't tnlk here," he said. "Wo
tnust go somewhere."

She nodded assent, nnd they moved
off side by side after the three little
Rlrls, but slower. In an accumulation
of shadows, half way down the nlley,
he gripped her arm tight and they both
ntood still. The next moment, nnd
without n word, they moved on ngnln.

Flnnlly "Are you nil right Roddy?
'And the bnhles?" she managed to say.
"It's a good many days since I've
heard from Portia." And then, sud-
denly: "Wns It because nnythlng had
gone wrong thnt you enmc?"

"I didn't know you were hero until
I snw you on the stnge," ho sold.

This was all, In words, thnt passed
until ho looked about him In n sort of
dazed bewilderment when she stopped,
at last, at the stoop before her door.

"Here's whero I live," she snld.
"Whero you live !" ho echoed

blankly.
"Ever since I went nwny to Cali-

fornia. I'vo been right here whero 1

would almost seo the smoke of your
'elilmneys. I've a queer little room
3 Only pay threo dollars a week for It

but It's big enough to bo alone In."
"Rose . . ." hi; snld, hoarsely.
A drunken man came lurching pltl-nhl- y

down the street. She shrank Into
the angle of the steps, and Rodney fol-

lowed her, found her with his hands,
nnd heard her voice speaking breath-
lessly, In gasps. He hardly knew what
she was saying.

"It's been wonderful ... I know
we haven't talked; we'll do that some
other time, somewhere whero we cim
. . . Hut tonight, walking along
like thnt, Just ns . . . Tomorrow,
'I shall think It was nil u dream."

"Rose . . ."
Tho only sound thnt came In nn-w-

was n long, tremulously Indrnwn
brenth. Rut presently her hand took
the one of his that had been clutching
her nhoulder and led him up the steps.
Sho opened the door wl(h u latehkey,
nnd then, behind her, he made Ills
wny up two flights of nnrrow stairs,
whoso faint creak made all the sound
there was. In the black little corridor
at the top she unlocked another door.

"Walt till I light the gas," sho
breathed.

She turned nnd looked Into his face,
her eyes searching It as his were
searching hers, luminously nnd with n
swiftly kindling lire. Her lips parted
n little, trembling. There was a sort
of hlonm on her skin (hut became
more visible ns the blood, wave on
wave, came Hushing In behind It.

As for Rodney, bo was the same
ninn who, an hour ngo, In the theater,
had raged and writhed under what ho
ifelt to be an Invasion of his propri-
etary rights In her.

Ho wouldn't have defined It that
wny, to be sure. In a talk with Harry
Lake; would havu denied, with the
Ibest of them, that a husband hnd any
'proprietary rights In bis wife. Rut
'tho .Intolerable reuse of having he-ico-

nn object of derision or
pity, of being disgraced

Lund of her being .degraded, couldn't
'derive from nnythlng else but Just
thnt.

"Have you nnythlng here," ho asked
her dully, "besides what will ui In
'thnt trunk?"

It was tho surliness of his tone,
.rather than the words themselves,
Ithuf startled her.

"Nn."( Mio raid, puzzled. "Of
course not."

"Then throw them Into It quickly."
be said, "and we'll lock the thing up.
Do you owe any rent?"

"Hoddy!" she Midi. "What do you
menu?"

"I nn you're going to get out of

this benstly plnco now tonight. We're
Kolng home. We can leave an uddress
Tor tin- - trunk. If It never comes, so
much the hotter."

Again all she could do wns to nsk
him, with u bewildered stnmmer, what
he meant.

"Ilecanse," sho added, "I can't go
home yet. Fve)ny Marled."

"Started 1" ho echoed. "Do you
think I'm going to let this beastly
farce go any further?"

And with thnt ho told her whnt
hnd happened In his ollleo that nfter-noo-

told hor of the nttltudo of his
friends, how they'd nil known nbout
It undoubtedly had come to sou for
themselves, nnd, out of pity or con-
tempt, hadn't told him. Ho told
her how he'd felt, sitting there In
the theater. He accused her as his
wrath burned brighter, of hnvlng se-
lected tho thing to do that would hurt
him worst, of having homo a grudgo
against him and nvenged It.

It wns the Ignoblost moment of his
life, nnd ho knew It. Tho nccusn-Hon- s

ho wns making ngnlnst her were
nothing to those that were storing up
In his mind against himself.

Ho didn't look nt her ns ho talked,
nnd she didn't Interrupt; said no word
of denlnl or defense. The big out-
burst spent Itself. Ho lapsed Into nn
uneasy silence, got himself together
ngnln, nnd went on trying to restate
bis grlevnnce this time more reason-nbl-

retrnctlng n little. Rut tinder
her continued silence ho grew weak-
ly Irritated again.

When nt last she spoke, ho turned
his eyes toward her nnd saw u sort of
frozen look In her dull white fnco that
ho hnd never seen In It before. Her
Intonation wns monotonous, her voice
senrcely nudlble.

"I guess I understand," she said. "I
don't know whether I wish I were deml
or not. If I'd died when tho babies
were born. . . . Rut I'm glad I

t camo nway when I did. And I'm glad,"
she gave n faint shudder there nt tho
nlternntlve, "I'm glad I'vo got n Job
nnd thnt I can pny back that hundred
dollnrs I owo you. I've hnd It quite
n while. Rut I've kept It, hoping you
might Hnd out whero I wns nnd come
to me, ns you did, nnd thnt we might
hnvo n chance to tnlk. I thought I'd
tell you how I'd earned It, nnd thnt
you'd be n little proud with mo
about It, proud that I could pay It
back so soon."

She smiled n little over thnt, n smile
ho hnd to turn nwny from. "I sup-
pose I'll be glad, some day, that
It nil happened; thnt I met you nnd
loved you and had tho babies, even
though It's nil had to end," shu shud-
dered ngnln, "llko this."

It wasn't till ho tried to spenk thnt
her nppnrent calm was broken. Then,
with u sudden frantic terror In her
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eyes, she begged him not to begged
him to go nwny, If ho had any mercy
for her nt nil, quickly nnd without n
word. In n sort of duzo he obeyed
her.

The tardy winter morning, looking
through her grimy window, found her
sitting there, Just ns she'd been when
ho closed the door.

CHAPTER XXI.

Frederlca's Paradox.
Two dnys later Rodney wnlked In

on l'Vederlcn nt breakfnst, nlone.
"Hello!" Fredorlcn said, holding nut

n hand to him, but not rising. "Just
In time."

"Don't ring," he snld quickly. "I've
hnd all I want. My train got In nn
hour ngo nnd I had n try nt tho sta-
tion reslnurant."

"Well, sit down, nnywny," snld
Fredorlcn. Sho renched out n cool,
soft hand nnd laid It on one of Rod-
ney's which rested limply on the table.
There was rather n long silence ten
seconds, perhaps. Then:

"How did you find out nbout It?"
Rodney asked.

They were both loo well nccunlomod
to these telepathic short-cut- s to take
any note of this one. She'd seen that
he knew, Jut with her first glaneo nt
hint there In tho doorway; and some-
thing a little tenderer and gentler
than most of her caresses nbout this
on. told htm thnt she did.

"Harriet's back." she snld. "She got
In day yesterday. Constance
sold somi'ihlni! to her about It, think-
ing she know. They've thoic'lit all
along thai you mid I knew, ton." And
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then : "How did you find out about It,
Roddy? Who told you?"

"No one," ho snld, In ti voice
level nnd dry. "I went to

seo the show on tho recommendation
of n country client, nnd there she wns
on the stage."

"Oh I" cried Krcdcrlen n munied,
bnrely nudlblo cry of passionate sym-pnth-

Then: "You've seen her off
the stage talked with her?"

"I didn't nsk her to explain," said
Rodney. "I nsked her to come homo
nnd sho wouldn't."

"Oh, It's wicked I" sho cried. "It's
tho most abominably selfish thing I
over heard of I"

"Pull tip, Freddy 1" ho snld. Rather
gently, though, for blin. "There's no
good going on llko thnt. And besides
. . . You were saying Harriot would
do nnythlng In tho world for me. Well,
there's something you can do. You're
the only person I know who cnn."

Hor answer wns to come around be-

hind his chnlr, put her cheek down
beside bis, nnd reach for bis hands.
"Let's get nwny from this miserable
breakfast table," sho said. "Come up
to whero I live, where we can be snf-l- y

by ourselves; then tell me about
II."

In front of her boudoir fire, look-
ing down on her ns sho sat In her (low-
ered wing chair, nn enormously dis-
tended d pillow beside her
knees waiting for him to drop down
on when bo felt llko It, ho begnn
rather cautiously to tell her what ho
wanted.

"I'll tell you tho reason why I'vo
come to you," ho began, "nnd then
you'll see. Do you remember nearly two
years ago, the night I got wet coming
hero to dinner tho night you were
going to marry mo oft to Her-mlon- e

Woodruff? We had u long talk
iifterwuril, und you said, speaking of
tho chances people took getting mar-
ried, that It wasn't mo you worried
about, but tho girl, whoever she might
be, who married me."

Tho little gesture she mndo admit-
ted the recollection, but denied Its
relevnncy. She'd hnvo snld something
to that effect, but he prevented her.

"No," he Insisted, "It wasn't Just
tnlk. There wns something In It. Af-

terward, when we were engaged, two
or three times, you guve me tips nbout
things. And since we've been mnrrled
. . . Well, somehow, I've had the
feeling that you were on her side;
thnt you snw things her wny things
that I didn't see."

"Little things," sho protested; "lit-
tle tiny things that couldn't possibly
mutter things that nny womnn would
In) on nnother woman's side, as you
sny, nbout."

Rut she contradicted this stntement
nt once. "Oh, I did love her!" she snld
fiercely. "Not Just becnuso sho loved
you, but because I thought she wus al-

together adorable. I couldn't help It.
And of course that's what makes mo
so perfectly furious now that sho
should have done n thing llko this to
you."

"All right," ho snld. "Never mind
nbout that. This Is what I want you to
do. I wnut you to go to seo her, und I
want you to usk her, In the first place,
to try to forgive me."

"What for?" Fredorlcn demanded.
"I want you to tell her," he went on,

"that It's Impossible that she should bo
more horrllled nt the thing I did, than I
ant myself. I want you to nsk her, what-
ever sho thinks my deserts lire, to do
Just one thing for me, nnd that Is to
let mo take her out of that perfectly
hideous place, I don't nsk anything
elso but that. She can mnke any terms
she likes. Sho can live where or how
she likes. Only not like that. May-b- o

It's it deserved punishment, but I
enn't staiHl It I"

Then; was tho crystallization of
what little thinking ho hail managed to
do In tho two purgatorial days he'd
spent in n down-stnt- e hotel In the In-

tervals of lighting off tho memory of
tho dull, frozen agony he'd seen In
Rose's fnco us ho left her.

Frodorlcii, naturally, wns mystified.
"That's absurd, of course, Roddy," she
snld gently. "You haven't done nny-
thlng to Roso to bo forgiven for."

"You'll Just hnve to tnko my word
for It," ho snld shortly. "I'm not
exaggerating."

"Rut, Ruddy!" sho persisted. "You
must bo sensible. Oh, It's no wonder!
You're all worn out. You look as If
you hadn't slept for nights. What If
you wero angry nnd lost your temper
nnd hurt her feelings? Heavens!
Weren't you entitled to, after what
she'd done? And when she'd left you
to find It out like that?"

"I tell you, you don't know tho first
thing nbout It."

"I don't suppose you bent her, did
you?"

It wns too Infuriating, having him
meek like this!

Ills reply wns barely uudlble: "I
might better have done It."

Krederlca sprang to her feet. "Well,
then, I'll tell you!" she Mild. "I won't
go to her. I'll go If you'll give me u
free hunt!. If you'll let mo tell her
what I think of what .she's done mid
tho way she's done It not letting you
know not giving you a chance. Rut
go nnd beg her to forglvo you, I
won't."

"All right," ho said dully. "You're
within your rights, of course."

Tho miserable Fceno drugged on n
little longer. Froderlcn cried and
pleaded and stormed without moving
him nt nil, Ho seemed distressed nt
her grief, urged her to treat bis re-
quest ns If ho hadn't mndo It; hut ho
explained nothing, answered nono of
her questions.

It wns nn enormous relief to her,
nnd, she fancied, to hint, for that mut-
ter, when, nfter u premonitory knock
at the door, Harriet walked In upon
them.

The situation didn't need much ex

plaining, but Frcderlcn summed It up
while tho others exchanged Uielr cool-
ly friendly greetings, with tho state-
ment:

"Rod's been trying to get mo to go
to Roso and say Mint It was c.ll his
fault, und 1 won't."

"Why not?" said Harriet. "What
earthly thing does It matter whoso
fault It Is? Ho can have It Ids fault
If be likes."

"You know It Isn't," Krederlca mut-
tered rebelllously.

Harriet seated herself delicately and
deliberately In one of the curving ends
of u little Victorian sofa, and stretched
her slim legs out In front of her.

"Certainly I don't cure whoso fault
It Is," she said. "You never get any-
where by trying to decide u question
llku thnt. What I'm Interested lu Is
what can bo done nbout It. It's not u
very nice situation. Nobody likes It
at least I should think Roso would
bu pretty sick of It by now. Sho tuny
have been crazy for u stage career, but
she's probably seen that the chorus of
a third-rul- e musical comedy won't take
her anywhere. Tho thing's simply a
mess, mid tho only thing to do Is to
clenr It up as quickly mid ns decently
as wo can and It cnn he cleared up If
wo go at It right. Of course tho thing
to do Is to get her out of that horrible
place ns soon ns we can. And 1 sup-
pose the best way of doing It will bu
to get her Into something clsi. take
her down to New York mid work her
Into u small part In some good com-
pany. Almost uuything, If It came to
that, so long as It wasn't music. Oh.
nnd have her use her own name, nnd
let us make as much of It as wo can.
Knee It out. Pretend wo llko It. I
don't say It's Ideal, but It's better thnn
this."

"Her own nnme?" he echoed blank-
ly. "Do you mean she made one up?"

Ilnrrlet nodded. "Constance men-
tioned It," she said, "but that was be-

fore I knew what she was talking
nbout. And of course I couldn't go
back und usk. Daphne something, I
think. It sounded exactly like u chorus
name, anyhow." And then: "Well,
how nbout It? Will you pluy the
gnme?"

"Oh, yes," he said, with n docility
that surprised Krederlca. "I'll play It.
It comes to exactly the same thing,
what wo both want done, and our ren-sou- s

for doing It lire important to no-

body but ourselves."
She turned to Krederlca. "You, too,

Freddy?" she asked. "Will you give
your moral principles n vacation mid
tnko Rod's message to Rose, even
though you may think it's Quixotic
nonsense?"

"I'll see Rose myself," said Rodney
quietly.

Ho was standing near the foot of the
stnlrs when she cmne down, with n
rnlncont on nnd n newspaper twisted
up In his hand, unit at sight of her, ho
took off his soft, wet hat, and crushed
It up along with tho newspaper. He
moved over townrd her, but stopped
two or three feet nwny. "It's very
good of you to erne," he said, his
voice lacking u little of the ridiculous
stiffness of bis words, not much. "Is
there some place whero wo can talk it
little more privately Until here? I
shan't keep you long."

"There's u room here somewhere,"
she said.

The room she led hltn to was an ap-

propriately preposterous setting for
tho altf.gether preposterous talk that
ensued between them. It bad n mosaic
lloor with u red plush carpet on It, two
stiilned-glns- s windows In yellow und
green, thinking nn oak mantel which
framed an enormous expanse of mot-
tled purple tile, with a diminutive gas-lo- g

In the middle. A glassy-lookin- g

oak table occupied most of the room,
mid the chairs that wero crowded In
around It were upholstered In highly
poll .hod coffee-colore- d hor.se hide, with
very ornate nails.

"It's dreadfully hot In here," Rose
said, "You'd better takeoff your coat."
She III between the table and
one of the chairs mid seated herself.

Rodney threw down his wet hat, his
newspaper, and then his raincoat, on
the table, and slid Into u chair oppo-
site her.

"I want to tell you first." Rodney
snld, and his manner was that of u
schoolboy reciting to his toucher nn
apo'ogy which has been rehearsed at
home under the sanction of paternal
authority "I want to tell you how
deeply sorry I am for . . ."

He had his newspaper In his hands
again mid was twisting It up. His eyes
didn't unco seel; her face. Rut they
might have dime so lu perfect safety,
becnuso her own were fixed on his
blinds mid tho newspaper they crum-
pled.

Ho didn't presume to nsk her for-
giveness, ho told her. Hi! couldn't ex-

pect that; at least not at present. Ho
went on lamely, lu broken sentences,
repenting what he'd wild already In
stilt more lnndciu:ito words. Ho was
unable to stop talking until she should
say something, It hardly muttered
w hat. And she wus unable to say any-
thing.

Tho formality of his phrases got
slllfer ami finally congealed Into a
blank silence.

Finally sho snld, with u gasp: "I
have something to ask you to forgive
tin for. That's for leuviii" you to find
out where 1 wny, ij , .y you did.
You see, I thought nt first that no one
would know me, miiilo up nnd nil. And
when I found out I would be recog-
nizable, It was too late to stop or at
least It seemed so. Resides. I thought
you knew. I saw Jimmy Wallace out
there tho opening night, mid saw ho
recognized me, und I thought he'd
tell you. And then I kept seeing other
people out In front nfter that, people
we knew, who'd come to see for them-
selves, und I thought, of course, you
know. And I supposo I was a cow

t

ard I waited for you to come. 1

wasn't, ns you thought, trying to hurl
you. Hut I can see how It must have
looked llku that."

Ho said quickly: "You're not
nt nil. I remember how you of-

fered to tell mo what you Intended to
do before you went uwny, mid thut 1

wouldn't let you."
Slleucu froze down upon them

again.
"I can't forgive myself," ho snld at

last. "I want to take back tho things
I said Unit night nbout being dis-
graced and nil. I wus ungry over not
having known when tho other peoplo
did. It wasn't your being on the stage.
We're not us bigoted ns that.

"I've come to nsk u favor of you,
though, und that Is that you'll let mu

let us nil help you. 1 can't bear
having you llvo llku this, knocking
nbout like tills, where ull sorts of
things can happen to you. And going
under mi assumed name. I've no
right to ask a favor, I know, hut I do.
I ask you to take your own name again

Rose Aldrlch. And I want you to
let us heli you to get n better posi-
tion than this, thnt Is, if you haven't
changed your mind about being on the
stugo; u position that will hnvo more
hope and promise In It. I wunt you to
feel that we're with you."

"Who are 'we?'" She accompanied
that question with u straight look Into
his eyes.

"Why," he said, "the only two peo-
ple I've talked with about It Fred-eiic- u

und Harriet. I thought you'd bu
glad to know that they felt, us I did."

Tho first tlasli of real feeling shu
had shown, was the ouu that broke
through on her repetition of the name
"Harriett"

"Yes," he snld, and he had, for nbout
ten seconds, the misguided sense of di-

alectical triumph. "I know n little
how you feel toward her, nnd maybe,
she's Justified It. Rut not In this case.
Recauso It wus Harriet who tnnde me
seo that there wasn't nnythlng

about your going on the
stage. It was her own Iden that you
ought to use your own name and give
us u chance to help you. She'll be
only too glnd to help."

During the short while she let clnpso
before she spoke, his conviction-carryin- g

power of this statement ebbed
somewhat, though he hadn't seen yet
what was wrong with It.

"Yes," she said nt Inst, "I think I
can see Harriet's view of It. 'As long
as Roso had run nway and Joined u
llfth-rut- o inuslcul comedy In order to
be on the stage, nnd ns long us every-
body knew It, the only thing to do was
to get her Into something respectable
so that you could all pretend you liked
It. It was all pretty shabby, of course,
for tho Aldrlches, nnd, In u wny, what
you deserved for mnrrylng n person
llko that. Still, that was no reason for
not putting tho best fnco on It you
could.' And that's why you camo to
find mcl"

"No, It Isn't," ho said furiously, nts
elaborately assumed manner had brok-
en down anyway. "I wanted you to
know that !''. assent to nnythlng, uny
sort of terms you wanted to make Unit
didn't Involve this. If It's the stage,
all right. Or If you'd come home. to
the babies. I wouldn't nsk anything
for myself. You could be ns Independ-
ent of me ns you are here. . . ."

He'd have gone on elaborating this
program further, but that the look of
blank Incredulity in her fuco stopped
him.

"I say things wrong," ho concluded
with n sudden humility that quenched
the spark of anger In her eyes. "I
was u fool to quote Harriet, and I
haven't done much better In speaking
for myself. I can't make you see.

"Oh, I cnn seo plainly enough,
Roddy," she said with a tired little
grimace that was n sorry reminder of
her old smile. "I guess I seo too well.
I'm sorry to hnvo hurt you and tnnde
you miserable. I knew I was going to
do that, of course, when I went away,
but I hoped that, after u while, you'd
come to seo my side of It. You can't
nt nil. You couldn't believe that I was
happy, that I thought I was doing
something worth doing; something
that was making me moro nearly n
person you could respect und bu
friends with.

"So I guess," she concluded after n
silence, "that the only thing for you
to do Is to go home mid forget nbout
mo ns well us you cun und be ns little
mlsernblu about mo as possible. I'll
tell you this, that may make It a little
easier: you're not to think of mo us
starving or miserable, or even un-

comfortable for want of money. I'm
earning plenty to llvo on, und I'e got
over two hundred dollars In the bank."

There was a long silence whllo he
sat there twisting the newspaper In
his hands, bis eyes downcast, his face
dull with tho look of defeat that hud
settled over It,

lu i lu security of his nverted gnr.e.
sho took ii long look nt him. Then,
wiih u wrench, sho looked nwny.

"You will let me go now, won't
you?" she asked. "Thl.s Is hord for
us both, und It Isn't getting us nny-wher-

And mid I've got to nsk you
nut to come back. Recauso It's Impos-
sible, I guess, for you to sou tho thing
my way. You've done your best to, I
can see that."

Ho got up out of his chair, henvlly,
put on his raincoat, nnd stood, for u
moment, crumpling his soft lint In his
bands, looking down nt her. Sho
hadn't risen. Sho'tl gone limp nil nt
once, und was leaning over tho tnble.

"CooiMiy," be snld nt last.
"Good-by- , Roddy." Sho wntched him

walking out Into tho rain. Ho'd left
his newspaper. Sho took It, gripped
It In both hands, Just ns ho'd done;
thin, with nn effort, got up nnd mount-
ed Uiu stnlrs to her room.

(TO DH CONTINUED.)
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THE BANDED OCELOT.

"Fnr down In South Atnerlcn and'
Central America lives tho banded oce-
lot," said Daddy.

"Gracious 1" exclaimed tho children.
"What In the world Is the handed oce-
lot? Is It nn animal, u fish, fowl, or
what? We've no Ideu, Wo'vo never
heard of one."

"Mr. Handed Ocelot's rinmo was
Tommy."

"Sounds as though ho might bo n
cat, If only bo hudti't such u peculiar
name," said Nick.

"Ho never could be a cut with a
nnmu llko Unit," snld Nancy, shaking
her bend. "Why lu tho world wus ho
named Tommy?"

"Ho is ii cousin of tho cut family,"
said Daddy.

"Rcullyl" exclaimed tho children.
"And with that nwfully big, queer
name. Not that It's so big but It's so
queer."

"Of course not the Tommy part,"
lidded Nick, "only tho other numo
banded ocelot. It's mighty hard to
suy, I think."

"That's Just what tho banded oce-
lot thought," said Daddy, "mid so ho
had till his friends and rotations cull
him Tommy.

"Soon the friends nnd relations
chose names llko bis which wero sim-
ple und which they liked very much.

"Who Said You Were Interesting?"
Asked Kitty.

Thero wns ono nmncd Tiger, one
( named Puss, Kitty, Lucifer, Mrs. Coal

und Snow.
"They wero nntnes which they had

heard hnd been given to their cousins,
tho cats.

" 'It's so much nicer,' snld Tommy,
'to bo cnlled by n good, friendly name.
Somehow there Is nothing tit nil friend-
ly, nor even sociable about tho family
name of bauded ocelot. Rut then cnta
aro always called by special nnmes,
nnd not Just called cat, bo wc should
bo allowed nlco extra names any
how.

" 'I'm renlly rather an Interesting
animal, when ono comes to think of
It,' ho continued.

'"Who Is coming to think of It?'
nsked Kitty.

"'I mean when I come to think of
It,' snld Tommy.

"'You've been hero nil tho time.
, Whnt do you mean by saying you hnvo

come to think of It? From whero have
you come? From where? I repeat.
You're putting on airs nnd pretending
yott'vo been uwny for u Journey when
you've not moved from home.'

'Don't get so excited, Kitty, you re-

mind me of our other cousins. When n
crcnture says bo has como to think
of n certain thing ho means thnt ho
has Just arrived at tho point whero It
Is thinking nbout It, that's all.'

" A lot of senseless words nbout
nothing ut nil.' snld Kitty, snarling.

" 'Purr, my love, purr,' snld Tommy.
'There's nothing to get excited nbout.
Hnve n cut-nap- .'

"'What'tf Unit?' nsked Kitty. Sho
liked the sound of tho word nap.

" 'It's n sort of sleep enjoyed by our
honored cousins, the cuts.'

" 'Haven't wo uny ocelet naps?
nsked Kitty.

" 'To be sure,' snld Tommy, 'but It's
so much ouster to say cat-na- It
means n nice little snooze with ono eye
half-ope- n ready for anything that may
happen from a morsel of fond or n

bowl of mill: or un adventure und u
wild chase.'

" 'I know nbout such naps,' snl'i
Kitty, ns she purred. Tvo hnd many
n one myself.'

"'I haven't told you why I was nn
Interesting utilmnl,' snhi Tommy.

"'Who said you wero Interesting?'
nsked Kitty.

"'You'd bettor sny so, for If you
don't you nfo snylng you'ro not Inter-
esting. You belong to tho sntne fam-

ily. If you say I nm Interesting, you
uro saying you tiro, too.'

, " 'Then I will say so,' said Kitty, who
loved to bu admired.

" 'I nm half-wa- y between n tiger
and n cat, and no other creaturo Is
Just like mo except nil my banded
ocelot cousins. I purr nnd me-o- like
n cut; I nm wild ut times llko n ti-

ger. I um ii tnlxturo of both nnd so
I nm very Interesting. I belong to a
wild, wild family und to tho most do-

mestic of ull creatures tho houehold
cat.'

"And nil tho banded ocelots who
wero listening purred us they agreed
with Tommy, und said 'Me-ow- , what
you say Is true.' "

Wise Wisher.
He Is ercat who can do what he

wishes; he is wise who wishes to dq
what he cbil j


